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On a Sunday two weeks after the death of his father,
Pavel Vlassov came home dead drunk. He staggered into
the house and crawled into the seat at the head of the
table, striking the board with his fist as his father had
done and shouting to his mbther:
"Supper!"
His mother sat .down next to her son, put her arms
about him, and pulled his head down to her breast. But he
held her off.
"Come, Mother! Be quick!"
"Foolish boy," said his mother sadly and affectionately
as she removed his hand.
"And Fm gonna smoke! Gimme pa's pipe," muttered
Pavel, moving his thick tongue with difficulty.
This was the first time he had ever been drunk. The
vodka weakened his body but did not blot out conscious-
ness, and inside hi? head throbbed the question:
"Am I drunk? Am I drunk?"
He was embarrassed by his mother's gentleness and
touched by the grief in her eyes. He felt like crying and
kept back the tears by pretending to be drunker than he
really was.
His mother stroked his damp, tousled hair.
"You shouldn't have done this," she said quietly.
He began to feel sick. After a severe attack of vomiting
his mother put him to bed and placed a wet towel on his
pale brow. This sobered him somewhat, but his head was
still going round and his eyelids were too heavy to lift.
With that ugly brown taste in his mouth he peered through
his lashes at his mother's large face and thought:
"I guess I'm still too young. Others drink and nothing
happens, but I get sick	"
From somewhere far away came his mother's soft voice:
"How are you going to support me if you start drink-
ing?"
"Everybody drinks," he replied, closing his eyes tightly*

